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from hate to sympathy, and from sympathy to love.
In proof of this tender feeling, she had given him a
rose: a mystic gift! a cherished token! This rose
he covered with ardent kisses; he placed it with de-
votion on his heart. He fancied himself transported
to a delightful spot, some happy Eden, to a world of
ineffable bliss. What he felt was no longer joy, in-
toxication, delirium; it was ecstasy. The mystifica-
tion had succeeded even beyond Madame de La
Motte's hopes.

The next day the d'Oliva was shown an alleged
letter from the Queen, which ran thus: "My dear
Countess, I am delighted with the woman you se-
lected; she played her part to perfection, and her
future is assured."

Some time later Madame de La Motte gave the
Cardinal forged letters of the Queen, and asked him
for one hundred and fifty thousand francs in behalf
of persons in whom she was interested. He has-
tened to give her the amount. The bold adventuress
betook herself to Bar-sur-Aiibe with all this money,
to dazzle the eyes of her old friends. Her house
was filled with silverware, fine furniture, china, and
jewels. She drove with four horses. In playing the
princess, she was always accompanied by four lackeys
carrying lighted torches, and by a negro all covered
with silver. There could be no better preparation
for some immense fraud, and Madame de La Motte
thought that the time was ripe for carrying through
the swindle of the necklace.